If 

% 

t 


No 


i 

OJ 


A) 


3 


r 


Abraham  Lincoln 
Comparisons 

Sherlock  Holmes 


Excerpts  from  newspapers  and  other  sources 

From  the  files  of  the 
Lincoln  Financial  Foundation  Collection 

7/  Zeoq  otS,  oV75/ 


h  Joan  KeRiNS 

OocJ  heavens, 
those  ta.lfet» 


Varby.PA*  by 

The  charming  soc\e~ry 


"  The    facts  with  which  I  shall  deal  are  mainly  old  and 
familiar;  nor  is  there  anything  new  in  the  general  use  I 
shall  make  of  them.  If  there  shall  be  any  novelty,  it  will 
be  in  the  mode  of  presenting  the  facts,  and  the  inferences 
and  observations  following  that  presentation. 


The  great  difference  between  Young  America  and  Old  Fogy 
is  the  result  of  discoveries,  inventions,  and  improvements. 
These  in  turn  are  the  result  of  observation,  reflection,  and 
experiment. 

To  be  fruitful  in  invention,  it  is  necessary 

to  have  a  habit  of  observation.  But  for  the  differ- 
ence in  habit  of  observation,  why  did  Yankees  almost 
immediately  discover  gold  in  California  which  had 
been  trodden  upon  and  overlooked    by  Indians  for 
centuries? 


Gold  mines  are  not  the  only  mines 
overlooked  in  the  same  way.  All  crea- 
tion, all  nature,  the  whole  world- 
material,  moral,  and  intellectual- 
is  a  mine,  and  every  man  a  miner. 


The  patriots  of  '76  were  the  pillars 
of  the  temple  of  liberty;and  now  that  they 
have  crumbled  away,  that  temple  must  fall 
unless  we,  their  descendants,  supply  their 
places  with  other  pillars,  hewn  from  the 
solid  quarry  of  sober  reason.  Passion-  the 
deep-rooted  principles  of  hate  and  the  pow- 
erful motive  of  revenge  which  were  directed 
exclusively  against  the  British  nation-  has 
helped  us;  but  can  do  so  no  more.  Reason- 
cold,  calculating,  unimpassioned  reason- 
must  furnish  all  the  materials  for  our  future 
support  and  defence. 


Let  those  materials  be  moulded  into 
general  intelligence,  sound  morality, 
and  in  particular,  a  reverence  for 
the  Constitution  and  laws.  Upon  these 
let  the  proud  fabric  of  freedom  rest 
as  the  rook  of  its  basis;  and  as  truly 
as  has  been  said  of  the  only  greater  in- 
stitution, »tfae  gates  of  hell  shall  not 
prevail  against  it." 


To  Joshua  F.  Speed1 

Dear  Speed:  Springfield,  June  iqth.  1841 

We  have  had  the  highest  state  of  excitement  here  for  a  week  past 
that  our  community  has  ever  witnessed;  and,  although  the  public 
feeling  is  now  somewhat  allayed,  the  curious  affair  which  aroused 
it,  is  Terry  far  from  being,  even  yet,  cleared  of  mystery.  It  would 
take  a  quire  of  paper  to  give  you  any  thing  like  a  full  account  of  it; 
and  I  therefore  only  propose  a  brief  outline.*  The  chief  personages 
in  the  drama,  are  Archibald  Fisher,  supposed  to  be  murdered,  and 
Archibald  Trailor,  Henry  Trailor,    ad  William  Trailor,  supposed 
to  have  murdered  him.  The  three  i  railors  are  brothers;  the  first 
Arch:  as  you  know,  lives  in  town,  the  second,  Henry,  in  Clary's 
Grove,  and  the  third,  Wm.,  in  Warren  countV;  and  Fisher,  the  sup- 
posed murderee,  being  without  a  fa.m.ly,  had  made  his  home  with 
Wi  ham.  On  Saturday  evening,  being  the  29th.  of  Mav,  Fisher  and 
William  came  to  Henry's  in  a  one  horse  dearborn,  and  there  staid 
over  sunday;  and  on  monday  all  three  came  to  Springfield,  Henry 
on  horseback,  and  joined  Archibald  at  Myers'*  the  dutch  carpen- 
ter. That  evening  at  supper  Fisher  was  missing,  and  so  next  morn- 
ing. Some  ineffectual  search  was  made  for  him;  and  on  tuesday 
at  1  o  dock  pm.  Wm.  &  Henry  started  home  without  him.  In  a  day 
or  so  Henry  and  one  or  two  of  his  Clary  Grove  neighbours  came 
back  and  searched  for  him  again,  and  advertised  his  disappearance 
in  the  paper.  The  knowledge  of  the  matter  thus  far,  had  not  been 
general;  and  here  it  dropped  entirely  till  about  the  10th.  Inst,  when 
Keys  received  a  letter  from  the  Post  Master5  in  Warren  [County! 
stating  that  Wm.  had  arrived  at  home,  and  was  telling  a  verry 
mysterious  and  improbable  story  about  the  disappearance  of  Fisher 
wtuch  uiduced  the  community  there  to  suppose  that  he  had  been 
disposed  of  unfairly.  Key's  made  this  letter  public,  which  immedi- 
ately set  the  whole  town  and  adjoining  country  agog;  and  so  it  has 
continued  until  yesterday.  The  mass  of  the  People  commenced  a 
systematic  search  for  the  dead  body,  while  Wickersham  was  dis 
patched  to  arrest  Henry  Trailor  at  the  Grove;  and  Jim  Maxev  to 
Warren  to  arrest  William.'  On  monday  last  Henry  was  brought'in 
and  showed  an  evident  inclination  to  insinuate  that  he  knew  Fisher 
to  be  dead,  and  that  Arch.  &  Wm.  had  killed  him.  He  said  he 
guessed  the  body  could  be  found  in  Spring  Creek  between  the 
Beardstown  road  bridge  and  Hickoxes*  mill.  Away  the  People 
swept  like  a  herd  of  buffaloes,  and  cut  down  Hickoxes  mill  dam 
nolens  volens,  to  draw  the  water  out  of  the  pond;  and  then  went 
up  and  down,  and  down  and  up  the  creek,  fishing  and  raking  ami 
ducking  and  diving  for  two  days,  and  after  all.  no  dead  body  found 
In  the  mean  time  a  sort  of  scuffling  ground  had  been  found  in  the 
brush  in  the  angle  or  point  where  the  road  leading  into  the  wood* 
past  the  brewery,  and  the  one  leading  in  past  the  brick-vard  join 
From  this  scuffle  ground,  was  the  sign  of  something  about  the  size 
<»f  a  man  having  been  dragged  to  the  edge  of  the  thicket,  where  it 


■ 
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joined  the  trark  of  some  small  v.  heeled  <  .mage  which  was  drawn 
by  one  horse,  as  shown  by  the  horse  tracks  The  carriage  track  led 
oft  towards  Spring  Creek.  Near  this  dr*g  trail,  Dr.  Merryman" 
found  two  hairs,  which  after  a  !ong  sciermfic  lamination,  he  pro- 
nounced to  be  triangular  human  hairs,  Ahich  term,  he  says  in- 
cludes within  it,  the  whiskers,  the  hairs  growing  under  the  arms 
and  on  other  parts  of  the  body;  and  he  judged  that  these  two  were 
of  the  whiskers,  because  the  ends  were  cut.  showing  that  they  had 
flourished  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  razor  s  opperations.  On 
thursday  last,  Jim:  Maxev  brought  in  William  Trailor  from  War- 
ren. On  the  same  day  An  >i-  was  aire, tod  and  put  in  jail.  Yesterday 
(fnday)  William  was  put  upon  his  examining  trial  before  May 
and  Lavely.9  Archibald  and  Henry  were  both  present.  Lamborn10 
prossecuted,  and  Logan,"  Raker.12  and  your  humble  servant,  de- 
fended. A  great  many  witnesses  were  introduced  and  examined; 
but  I  shall  only  mention  those  whose  testimony  seemed  to  be  the 
most  important.  The  first  of  these  was  Capt.  Ransdell.13  He  swore, 
'hat  when  William  and  Henry  left  Springfield  for  home  on  the 
••■esday  before  mentioned,  they  did  not  take  the  direct  route,  which, 
you  know,  leads  by  the  butcher  shop,  but  that  they  followed  the 
Street  North  untill  they  got  opposite,  or  nearly  opposite  May's  new 
house,  after  which  he  could  not  see  them  from  where  he  stood;  and 
it  was  afterwards  proven  than  in  about  an  hour  after  they  started, 
•hey  came  into  the  street  bv  the  butcher's  shop  from  towards  the 
bnck  yard.  Dr.  Merryman  &  others  swore  to  what  is  before  stated 
about  the  scuffle-ground,  drag  trail,  whiskers,  and  carriage  tracks. 
Henry  was  then  introduced  by  the  prossecution.  He  swore,  that 
when  they  started  for  home,  they  went  out  North  as  Ransdell 
stated,  and  turned  down  West  by  the  brick  yard  into  the  woods, 
and  there  met  Archibald;  that  they  proceeded  a  small  distance  fur- 
ther, where  he  was  placed  as  a  sentinel  to  watch  for,  and  announce 
^he  approach  of  any  one  that  might  happen  that  way;  that  William 
and  Arch:  took  the  dearborn  out  of  the  road  a  small  distance  to  the 
edge  of  the  thicket,  where  they  stopped,  and  he  saw  them  lift  the 
body  of  a  man  into  it;  that  they  then  moved  off  with  the  carriage 
in  the  direction  of  Hickoxes  mill,  and  he  loitered  about  for  some- 
thing like  an  hour,  when  William  returned  with  the  carriage,  but 
without  Arch:  and  said  that  they  had  put  him  in  a  safe  place; 'that 
ik*y_  tnen  went  some  how,  he  did  not  know  exactly  how,  into  the 


road  c.U.xe  u  *he  brewery,  and  proceeded  on  to  Clary's  Grom  Hi 
also  stated  that  sometime  during  the  day,  William  told  him,  that  he 
and  Arch  i^d  killed  Fisher  the  evening  before;  that  the  way  toy 
did  it  was  by  him  (William)  knocking  him  down  with  a  club,  and 
Arch  then  choking  him  to  death.  An  old  man  from  Warren,  called 
Dr.  Gilmore,  was  then  introduced  on  the  part  of  the  defence.  He 
swore  that  he  had  known  Fisher  for  several  years;  that  Fisher  had 
resided  at  his  house  a  lung  time  at  each  of  two  different  spells;  once 
while  he  built  a  barn  for  him,  and  once  while  he  was  doctored  for 
some  chronic  disease,  that  two  or  three  years  ago,  Fisher  had  a 
serious  hurt  in  his  head  by  the  bursting  of  a  gun,  since  which  he 
has  been  subject  to  continual  bad  health,  and  occasional  abb-era 
lions  of  mind  Pie  also  stated  that  on  last  tuesday,  being  the  unr 
day  that  Maxey  arrested  William  Trailor,  he  (the  Dr)  was  from 
home  in  the  early  part  of  the  day,  and  on  his  return  about  1  » 
o'clock,  found  Fisher  at  his  house  in  bed,  and  apparantly  verry  un- 
well; that  he  asked  how  he  had  come  from  Springfield;  that  Fisher 
said  he  had  com<  by  Peoria,  and  also  told  [of]  several  other  other 
[sic]  places  he  had  been  at  not  in  the  direction  of  Peoria,  which 
showed  that  he,  at  the  time  of  speaking,  did  not  know  where  he 
had  been,  or  that  he  had  been  wandering  about  in  a  state  of  de- 
rangement. He  further  stated  that  in  about  two  hours  he  received 
a  note  from  one  of  William  Trailor's  friends,  advising  him  of  his 
arrest,  and  requesting  him  to  go  on  to  Springfield  as  a  witness,  to 
testify  to  the  state  of  Fisher's  health  in  former  times;  that  he  imme- 
diately set  off,  catching  up  two  of  his  neighbours,  as  company,  and 
riding  all  evening  and  all  night,  overtook  Maxey  &  William  at 
Lewiston  in  Fulton  county;  that  Maxey  refusing  to  discharge  Trai- 
lor upon  his  statement,  his  two  neighbors  returned,  and  he  came 
on  to  Springfield.  Some  question  being  made  whether  the  doctor'* 
story  was  not  a  fabrication,  several  acquaintances  of  his,  ubom 
whom  was  the  same  Post  Master  who  wrote  to  Key's  as  before  mm 
tioned,  were  introduced  as  sort  of  compurgators,  who  all  mva 
that  they  knew  the  doctor  [to]  be  of  good  character  for  truth  earf 
veracity,  and  generally  of  good  character  in  every  way.  Hare  the 
testimony  ended,  and  the  Trailors  were  discharged,  Arch:  ami 
William  expressing,  both  in  word  and  manner  their  entire  confi- 
dence that  Fisher  would  be  found  alive  at  the  doctor's  by  Galaway 
[sic],  Mallory,14  and  Myers,  who  a  day  before  had  been  dispaehed 
for  that  pur[>ose;  while  Henry  still  protested  that  no  power  on 
earth  could  ever  show  Fisher  alive.  Thus  stands  this  curious  affair 
now  When  the  doctor's  story  was  first  made  public,  it  was  amusing 


co  van  and  contemplate  the  countenance*,  and  hear  the  remarks 
of  those  who  had  been  actively  engaged  in  the  search  for  the  dead 
body.  Same  looked  quizical,  some  melancholly,  and  some  furiously 
angry.  Porter,  who  had  been  very  active,  swore  he  always  knew 
the  man  was  not  dead,  and  that  he  had  not  stirred  an  inch  to  hunt 
for  him;  Langford,15  who  bad  taken  the  lead  in  cuting  down 
Hickoxes  mill  dam,  and  wanted  to  hang  Hickox  for  objecting, 
looked  most  awfully  wo-begone;  he  seemed  the  "wictim  of  hun- 
requited  kaffection"  as  represented  in  the  comic  almanic  [sic]  we 
used  to  laugh  over;  and  Hart,"  the  little  drayman  that  hauled 
Molly"  home  once,  said  it  was  too  damned  bad,  to  have  so  much 
trouble,  and  no  hanging  after  all. 

I  commenced  this  letter  on  yesterday,  since  which  I  received 
yours  of  the  1 3th.  I  stick  to  my  promise  to  come  to  Louisville.  Noth- 
ing new  here  except  what  I  have  written.  I  have  not  seen  Sarah18 
since  my  long  trip,  and  I  am  going  out  there  as  soon  as  I  mail  this 
letter.  Yours  forever  Lincoln. 


"I  am  sorry  to  trouble  you,"  said  he,  in  his  blandi-v  manner,  to  the  young 
woman  behind  the  grating;  "there  is  some  small  mistake  about  a  telegram  I  sent 
yesterday.  I  have  had  no  answer,  and  I  very  much  tear  that  I  must  have  omitted 
to  put  my  name  at  the  end.  Could  you  tell  me  if  this  was  so?" 

The  young  woman  turned  over  a  sheaf  of  counterfoils. 

"What  o'clock  was  it?"  she  asked. 

"A  little  after  six." 

"Whom  was  it  to?" 

Holmes  put  his  finger  to  his  lips  and  glanced  at  me.  "The  last  words  in  it  were 
'for  God's  sake,' "  he  whispered,  confidentially;  "I  am  very  anxious  at  getting  no 
answer." 

The  young  woman  separated  one  of  the  forms. 

This  is  it.  There  is  no  name,"  said  she,  smoothing  it  out  upon  the  counter. 

"Then  that,  of  course,  accounts  for  my  getting  no  answer,"  said  Holmes.  "Dear 
me,  how  very  stupid  of  me,  to  be  sure!  Good-morning,  miss,  and  many  thanks  for 
having  relieved  my  mind."  He  chuckled  and  rubbed  his  hands  when  we  found  our- 
selves in  the  street  once  more. 

"Well?"  I  asked. 

"We  progress,  my  dear  Watson,  we  progress.  I  had  seven  different  schemes  for 
getting  a  glimpse  of  that  telegram,  but  I  could  hardly  hope  to  succeed  the  very 
first  time." 

"And  what  have  you  gained?" 

"A  starting-point  for  our  investigation." 


-The  Mis  sin j  Three -Quarter 


His  very  person  and  appearance  were  such  as  to 
strike  the  attention  of  the  moat  casual  observer.  In 
height  he  was  rather  over  six  feet,  and  so  excessively 
lean  that  he  seemed  to  be  considerably  taller. 

His  eyes  were  sharp  and  piercing, and  his 
thin, hawklike  nose  gave  his  whole  expression  an 
air  of  alertness  and  decision* 
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-I  think  you  must  recollect  me,  Mr.  Athelney  Jones-, 
said  Holmes  quietly. 

"Why  of  course  I  do'  It's  Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes,  the  theorist. 
Remember  you-  I'll  never  forget  how  you  lectured  us  all  on 
causes  and  inferences  and  effect." 

'  7h  e  Sjn  af  iht,  Four 


ifc 


"Don't  you  remember  that  amateur  who  fought  three 

rounds  wi.h  you  at  Alison's  rooms  on  the  night  of  yoi 
benefit  four  years  ago?" 

"  Not  Mr.  Sherlock  Holmes i. 


Hour  could  I  have  mistook  youHf  instead  o'  standi*' 

there  so  quiet  you  had  just  stepped  up  and  given  me 
that  cross-hit  of  yours  under  the  jaw»  I'd  ha' 
known  you  without  a  queetion.Ah,  youfre  one  that 
has  wasted  your  gifts, you  have!  Tom  might  have 
aimed  high, if  you  had  joined  the  fancy." 


-The 


1 
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"This  man's  reference  is  to  a  book. 
We  will  eliminate  Bradshaw. 
The  dictionary  is, I  fear,  inadmissable 
for  the  same  reason.  What  then  is  left?" 


"An  almanac  J"     -r,  _ 

~  7/)e  VcL/fey  o-f  Fear 


SKY  FOR  ANYONE  TO  SEE  ANYtSng  ? 


I? 


I  saw  a  tall  man  in  a  scotch  bonnet,  with  a 
coat  which  was  buttoned  up  to  his  chin. 

"  A  Scotch  bonnet  is  fitted  neither  to 
my  years  nor  my  gravity." 

blue  Car£ur?c/e 


AN 

IRRESPONSIBLE 
JOIRNAL1ST 

invented  the  tale, 
that  Lincoln,  fearing 
assassination,  d is 
guised  himself  at  Har 
risburg  in  a  plaid  coa 
and  Scotch  cap.  Many  N 
caricaturists  took  up 
the  rumor  and  pic- 
tured the  President-  - 
elect  in  disguise. 


lis 


Dear  Reader: 


The  following  brochure  was  written  in  1980  primarily  for 
Sherlock  Holmes  fans  in  an  effort  to  point  out  the  subtle 
influence  of  Abraham  Lincoln  on  certain  characteristics  and 
traits  endowed  on  the  great  detectives  by  his  creator,  Sir 
Arthur  Gonan  Doyle, 

Most  Sherlockians  are  fond  of  scouring  the  sixty  Holmes  tales 
in  a  wild  scavenger  hunt,  trying  to  find  clues  and  references  to 
the  so-called  true  identities  of  people,  places,  and  events  which 
they  believe  have  been  planted  there  by  Sir  Arthur  Conan  Doyle. 
This  has  recently  been  carried  to  great  extremes  in  Samuel 
Rosenberg's  "Naked  is  the  Best  Disguise". 

Most  Holmesians  agree  that  the  character  of  Sherlock  Holmes 
is  based  upon  one  of  Conan  Doyte' s  professors,  a  brilliant  Scotch 
physician  named  Dr.  Joseph  Bell,  whose  observations  and  deductions 
based  on  the  most  fcrival  and  minute  data  astounded  his  students. 
But  mystery  writer  John  Dickson  Carr,  author  of  "The  Life  of  Sir 
Arthur  Conan  Doyle"  had  another  prototype  in  mind.     He  writes  that 
Doyle  decided  to  slip  into  future  stories  an  occasional  clue  as 
to  the  real  identity  of  Holmes.     The  next  sentence  is  a  sly  aside 
to  the  reader:  "(Doubtless,  Watson,  you  have  noticed  such  clues 
in  this  narrative?)". 

The  clues  which  appear  in  the  preceeding  pages  of  the 
biography  practically  leap  off  the  page  if  one  has  a  fairly  good 
knowledge  of  Lincoln.     Carr  mentions  a  "very  small"  man  and  a 
'♦very  Large  man"  companion  "engrossed  in  debate",  and  in  the  same 
sentence  alludes  to  "whiskered  faces  in  Scotch  bonnets" I  The  next 
page  contains  the  sentence:   "Nevertheless,  there  was  at  least  one 
Holmes  kit  which  had  not  appeared  in  the  'Strand'.  Never  did 
Holmes  more  astowd  Watson  with  the  keenness  of  his  deduction  than 
in  this  lost  adventure. "    Now  to  me,  these  seem  to  refer  to  the 
Lincoln-Douglas  Debates,  the  Baltimore  Assassination  Plot  story 
and  the  "lost  speech".   (Carr  even  makes  a  point  of  mentioning 
that  as  a  boy  Conan  Doyle  was  taken  to  see  Tom  Tyler's  comedy, 
Our  American  Cousin    of  Bloomington. ) 

Picking  out  possible  references  to  our  16th  President  and 
certain  events  connected  with  his  life,  such  as  his  wrestling 
matches  and  the  famous  incident  of  the  almanac  in  the  Duff 
Armstrong  murder  trial  was  not  too  hard  to  do.     But  I  have  only 
scratched  the  surface;  I'm  sure  there  are  many  more  clues  to  be 
hunted  up.     I  have  listed  only  a  few  because,  as  I  have  stated, 
this  small  brochure  was  written  for  readers  who  are  very  familiar 
with  the  entire  Holmes  saga,  to  show  them  how  similar  were  the 
minds  of  these  two  great  heroes,  Sherlock  Holmes  and  Abraham 
Lincoln. 


THE 


Sherlock  Holmes 


PERFECT  TRIBUTE 


Sherlock  Holmes,  the  Perfect  Tribute 
Like  all  good  Sherlockians,  my  library  is  well-stocked 
—  though  not  exclusively  with  ^uaint  and  curious  volumes 
of  Holmesian  lore.     Granted,   there  are  several  novels, 
ouizbooks,  bibliographis,  and  pastiches  about  the  Master 
that  grace  my  bookshelves,  but  they  are  continually  being 
crowded  out  by  such  interlopers  as  K .  G.  '.Veils,  Carl  Sand- 
burg, and  the  National  Geographic  Society. 

Usually  these  evidences  of  new  literary  interests 
come  in  trickles  and  pose  no  serious  threat  to  my  Holmes 
collection.     (Not  a  few  of  these  newcomers  eventually 
end  up  being  donated  to  the  local  Free  Library  in  about 
six  months'  time.)     But  the  latest  addition  to  my  pers- 
onal library  is  a  voluminous  collection  of  writings  by, 
and  of,  Abraham  Lincoln.     In  no  time  at  all,  it  has  grown 
to  rival  the  Sherlockian  collection  that  has  taken  me 
quite  a  few  years  to  aquire;  a  rivalry  not  in  ouantity 
alone.     I  have  discovered,  to  my  surprise  and  delight,  that 
the  two  seem  to  complement  each  other.     There  is  just 
as  much  humanity,   intelligence,  and  infallible  logic 
to  be  found  beneath  that  stove-pipe  hat  as  there  is 
beneath  the  Master's  deerstalker  —  and  then  some! 

While  there  may  be  many  differences  between  the  Sage 
of  Baker  Street  and  the  Sage  of  Springfield,  the  simil- 
arities are  such  as  to  "strike  even  the  most  casual 
observer",  as  '.Vat son  once  wrote.     Physically  the  two 
were  alike;   the  description  of  Lincoln  —  "tall,  thin, 
high  narrow  forehead,  black  hair  and  grey  eyes"  —  could 


easily  describe  Sherlock  Holmes. 

Lincoln  valued  the  use  of  logic  as  much  as  Holmes  did 
In  fact,  it  was  his  belief  that  the  future  of  the  United 
States  depended  on  the  use  of  reason: 

Passion  has  helped  us,  but  can  do  so  no  more. 
It  will  in  the  future  be  our  enemy.     Reason  — 
cold,   calculating,  unimpassioned  reason,  must 
furnish  all  the  materials  for  our  future  sup- 
port and  defence. 

Also,  contemporary  newspaper  accounts  spoke  glow- 
ingly of  the  future  President's  "good  sense,   sound  reason- 
ing, irresistible  argument,  and  keen  satire."     In  per- 
sonality  he  possessed  many  of  those  traits  we  admire 
and  cherish  in  Sherlock  Holmes  —  his  genius,  humor,  and 
deep  sense  of  honor.     One  biographer  writes  that  the 
Great  Emancipator  was  "kind,  magnanimous,  self-controlled, 
humble  —  but  he  had  no  false  modesty.     Aware  of  his 
gifts,  he  was  convinced  of  his  own  intellectual  super- 
iority."    And  like  Holmes,  there  were  for  Lincoln  "days 
of  darkness,  when  he  was  silent,  when  he  shunned  company." 

In  habits,  also,   they  were  alike:  both  were  early 
risers  and  spare  eaters,  and  both  had  a  fondness  for 
oysters.     Both  kept  important  papers  "piled,  in  every 
corner  of  the  room",  and  both  had  a  plethora  of  un- 
answered correspondence.     Coincidentally,  both  hp~d 
been  forced  by  pecuniary  difficulties  to  lodge  with 
another,  and  both  lost  their  fellow-lodgers  to  marriage. 

But  the  strangest  coincidence  of  all  is  in  the 

matter  of  dates,   for  it  was  upon  the  4th  of  March  that 
Holmes  began  his  literary  career,   the  date  being 
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Inauguration  Day  in  Lincoln's  day,  and  both  went  to  their 
resting  places  of  the  5th  of  May  after  a  fateful  encounter 
with  a  nemesis  on  an  historic  April  night. 

In  any  event,  whether  he  was  aware  of  it  or  not, 
Conan  Doyle    has  given  us  his  own  'Lincoln  Memorial." 
In  place  of  fifty-six  steps  and  four  giant  pillars,  we 
have  the  entire  saga,  and  like  the  Great  Man,  Sherlock 
Holmes  will  always  "belong  to  the  ages." 


/ 


